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16 
The fierce dance 
and the deep slumber 
await us all. Jl-J/2 'J 
Pan's great face is waiting in deep glades, 
Kore is watching us with purple blossoms. 
For we are Incantations and 
Invocations of the Eartll: 
We are but myths, 
Creatures of fable: 
Our past is legend, 
Our future pure fantasy: 
Feel. ..... Mid-forehead 
For the warm glowing spot, 
Swirls of ivory seashell horn, 
Flutter of flutes and the scent 
Of pale flanks: 
Look! down at thy feet 
As they become cloven 
And memories too ancient for reckoning 
Flood through your loins 
And in your laughing head; 
Listen! to the flutes 
inside your ears 
Where oceans whorl in 
On golden seanymphs; 
For you have come 
into the Land of Legend 
where fiery myths move 
all about you 
and chimaeras of moonlight 
dance with giant fabled creatures 
that tremble and stir within your Soul: 
Pan hath returned, cloven-footed: 
Orpheus hath been roused 
from aeons of slumber, 
and centuries when only poets 
heard his breathing and his dreams. 
by Sutton Breitling 
UNTITLED "But, sir, Valdez," he questioned, "how is it that folk 
take to you in your jolly frippery and such when the times be 
so grim?" 
"Aye, boy, there's the rub." A dark look passed o'er the 
man's dark face. "'Tis true that while I love my trade I do 
sometimes feel guilty of it. For when I pass through a town 
full of black, smoldering biers, heaped high with burning. I 
feel ashamed of all my glaring glory, and in truth I have passed 
many such in recent months. " 
The man stopped and a sad, wretched look passed like 
scudding clouds o'er bis face. ·~Tis then I sell my greatest 
treasure, though, my greatest mystery." 
"What is that?" questioned Thomas uneasily. 
His new-found friend looked morosely out over the dull, 
gray land and murmured softly, "Ye shall see." But then, 
suddenly, he brightened, as the world does when the sun es- 
capes from behind the clouds, and cried, "What is it? Why 
boy, it's God's gift to man! The magic elixir of Cornelius 
Agrippa! Brother Roger's own tonic!" 
Bells a-jingling, Valdez stretched forth his hand and 
jerked the reins. The horses jumped forward and they were 
off in a mad, swirling whirlwind of scarlet and gold. 
The sun bad but run half his daily course ere they 
reached Woodstock in Oxfordshire, and the name of the town 
was proper, for there hung about it the smell of burning wood 
and other things. And they went slowly through the rutted, 
muddy streets, the horses heaving and floundering, their 
brilliant caravan in strange and wondrous contrast to the gray, 
black and dirty green of the town of Woodstock. Thin, haggard 
men, but five or six in number, stared at them as they passed. 
And all those men wore the pale, hollow-cheeked look, save 
only that their necks seemed swollen as with fleshy collars. 
And they cried as they burned their folk for they knew that 
soon would come their turn. 
Thomas crouched back in the wagon in fear and sorrow, 
and clasped his old woolen cloak o'er bis scarlet weeds, a- 
shamed of them in the face of so much suffering. In his heart 
was the urge to pull the reins from Valdez' hands, he who sat 
so strangely silent, as one entranced, and whip the horses 
away from that charnel place, but his better part, his soul, 
forced him to speak. 
"Valdez, master," he whispered, "what of your elixir for· 
the plague, your cure? Do not these folk need it?" 
And Valdez turned to him, his face thln and gone suddenly 
pale, and said, "They have it, boy. The one sure cure for the 
plague. They have it." 
And then they left the town men called Woodstock and 
headed into Gloucestershire, and before them the towns began 
to fill with black, smoldering biers, heaped high with burning, 
and the shrill, high laughter of bells. 
sage of hope. 
Now a song rose up from the three ships of the Sea-Elves, 
unsullied by mortal breath, high and terrible for those of 
Death's dominion to harken, a song of deeds beyond man's ken, 
of love and pride. Then from their ships came forth the Sea- 
Elves, tall and awesome to behold, garmented in indigo, bear- 
ing silvery armor and golden helms set with white shining gems. 
As they strode they sang, a light of great joy in their eyes, 
which anon strayed to the star, now brilliant to behold. The 
Deep-Elves, a well deep with wisdom sobering their fair faces 
limned with sable hair, sang of sorrows to melt the heart. 
The Middle-Elves, calm but glad, sang of grass, and trees, 
and violet scented flowers. The Surface-Elves, capable of 
wrath to smite a mountain, now fountaining forth their mirth, 
golden locks streaming to their great shoulders, sang their 
joy, to lighten a world. 
Together they came, banishing the beasts of the shadow 
to lightless holes beyond knowledge, to dwell for a time in 
lands beyond their beloved Sea, rippling and flowing as it would. 
As motes of dust were the ships of the Sea-Elves, far out 
upon the boundless blue ·sea, at the very limits of visibility. A 
breeze blew gently from over the waters, carrying the fresh, 
salty scent of timeless depths beyond man's imagining, filling 
the great sails of the Elven vessels, bearing them onward to- 
ward mortal lands. The specks grew to blurred blotches; soon 
the tall, proud masts and vast white sails might be discerned 
from the hulls of hardened ash, scented perhaps with rare fra- 
grant oils. Now the breeze quickened to a brisk wind. Frothy, 
foamy whitecaps dotted the wave-crests borne even to the bea- 
ches of fine, sparkling sand. Harder blew the wind, almost to 
gale force, though no cloud hung in the deep azure sky to dark- 
en the brilliant, burning yellow-white globe; and the three craft 
or the Sea-Elves, one for the depths, one for the clear water 
below the surface, and one for the surface itself, now calm and 
kind, now rough and stern, flashed through the swells, coming 
nigh unto the strand, and the winds ceased their roar. The 
world was still; in the sky. now, opposed to the glow or the sun, 
was a star, fair and bright, twinkling in remote majesty a mes- 
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